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may be allowed the expression), and got him to start a bombard- 
ment. Very creditable affair, and had a capital time, but had to 
rush back to see the Princess Victoria of Wales safely and com- 
fortably back from Balmoral. Never mind, we are beginning to 
really have some war now I’ve started them. 


WAR, 

In Cuba there are dreadful scenes 
By Santiago Bay, 

We're blowing forts to smithereens 
A dozen times a day; 

And now and then we land marines 
And Spaniards run away— 

Oh, there are very dreadful scenes 
In Cuba day by day, 


Saturday.—Attended the tenth annual festival of the Non- 
conformist Union at the Crystal Palace, and enjoyed the Palace 
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grounds very much ; beautiful day. Helped Lord Wolseley inspect 
By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. the ‘ Queen’s Westminster ” Volunteers —cyclists made a mark. 
Wednesday.—Rather busy day to-day. Went:down to Cambridge Had an hour at the Speech Day celebration at the Commercial 
to get my degree with*Sir Henry and the rest of them. Some mis- Travellers’ Schools at Pinner (nice and countrified round Pinner; 
take, was not called for, and came back minus several degrees — of very pleasant on fine June day—dunno about muddy November 
importance. Looked round to Ascot (couldn’t keep away). Much days!) Did the Waterloo Day at Wellington College, too, and if 
finer day than previous one—didn’t bet—consequently didn’t lose, they don’t have a Waterloo Day at Wellington College, where may 
and enjoyed myself rather better. Heard the French Cabinet was they have a Waterloo Day? 
about to fall, and hurried off to see it doit. Pretty sight, Monday.—Saw Princess Henry of Prussia and her two boys 
but couldn’t stay long to see it, as I was due at the first safely off at Charing Cross for home, and got the Hon. Derek 
annual conference on nursing, where I expected to enjoy myself. Keppel securely married to the Hon. Bridget. Then took 200 
Was disappointed, however. Several pretty nurses there, but none members of Parliament along with Lord Charles Beresford and 
of them would let me nurse them. Went from there to Edinburgh showed them over Portsmouth Dockyard, works, and so on. Got 
to help Lord Wolseley receive the freedom of the city, then back back in time to assume my summer skirt and blouse and dine with 
again to Miss Terry’s Lyceum matinée in aid of the National Society the women writers, and after that a quick change to my own 
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children. Dined with Duke of natural habiliments, and to the State Concert at Buckingham 
York on board the Crescent. Dined also with the judges at the Palace, 
Mansion House. Dashed off the following apropos :— Tuesday.—Helped H.R.H. lay the foundation stone of the new 
EXPERTS, wing of the University College Hospital in Gower Street. Sir 


Blundell Maple, besides defraying cost of oe has found the 
ground, and now somebody is wanted to ground a foundation— 
endow the concern, that is. 


Here judges all in a row we see, 
And each is subduing his pecker, 
And some are judges of Chanceree 


' And some of the gay Exchequer, MORE WANTED, 
And can judge a Divorce Court brief— For getting the land, and staple 
H Or a Nisi Prius quicker— For building up roof and wall, 
$ But all are judges of prime roast beef We notice Sir Blundell Maple 
: And jolly good judges of liquor. Has furnished the wherewithal ; 
Thursday.—Spent all the day with the vagabonds at Ascot—Gold To the chap with hard cash make bow-ments, 
Cup Day—and all the evening with the Vagabonds at the Holborn. He’s done his part well, we vow— 
Altogether, a warm day. It Wetaert wets endowments 
F: _ ht I’d like a sea trip—feeling chi after the 
Vagabootha ri aogia a @ run out ro Cuba. y ee on board Passed the evening with the Women’s Liberal Federation. Slept 
Sampson’s flagship—urged him to put some life into the affair a I ee THE Sprorrer. 








“Wowon. —The ‘Editor r will por ™ ansmeratle he any » coutetbatlone, “artistic or lerery, epontanemuii sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped « and addressed env elope. 
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The Good Time Coming. 


[The London County Council have 
drafted certain bye-laws for the good rule 
and government of London. Amongst 
the nuisances indicted are street-shouting 
and noisy animals.— Daily Paper.] 


Our worthy L.C.C. 
Hath often deeply worried us, 
Its drastic laws have given us pause, 
And harried, vexed, and flurried us: 
It had its prudes who called 
Our music halls inferior, 
And nonecould stand that prowling band 
Their airs were so superior! 


But this is past and gone, 
And we with all humility 
~—— fain avow the Council now 
OWS 8 toms of utility. 
A fig for Mrs. Chant ! . 
Away with prudes and purity ! 
The L.C.C. has reached, you see, 
Its period of maturity ! 


Great changes loom ahead, 

You'll have them with you presently, 
Full meed of joy and no annoy 

Will make your days pass pleasantly ; 
The hawker will not baw], 

But in a voice ethereal 
He’ll tell the street it cannot beat 

His superfine material ! 





he neighbouring cur whose bark 

Sounds like a cracked euphonium, 
The cock who makes when morning 

breaks 

A hideous pandemonium, 
Must cease —the L.C.C., 

Which once we thought so odious, 
Has earned our thanks since now it ranks 

As friend of things melodious ! 








Incapable. 


First Man.—* Does Swiller make good 
after-dinner speeches ? ”’ 

Second Ditto.—‘ No; he’s generally 
speechless after dinner.” 














4 7 
BOTANICAL LECTURE. 


Professor B-tt-ml-y on a diseased Potatoe.—His dis(h)sertations following the first 
mouthful are too voluble for publication. 















ITZ. 


The Sitting of Sir Henry. 


(An artist who has made a great many portraits for publication 
claims—so we learn from Mr. “ Tay Pay’s’’ new journal—that Sir 
Henry Irving is the worst sitter known to fame.] 


ONcE upon a midnight dreary, when Tregenna’s weird and eerie 
Work was ended, sat Sir Henry in his study, studying o’er 
7M.A.P.” to keep from napping ; till, with left forefinger tapping 
At his brow—with dexter slapping at his dextral knee—he swore 
That a charge, there brought against him (which with laughter 


made him roar), 
Should be hurled at him no more! 


‘‘ With mine iron will unshaken, every aim I’ve undertaken 
I have (soon or late) accomplished, since my years were half-a- 
“~~ geore. 
Of my conquering genius jealous, in firm perseverance zealous, 
Shall I, shall I, to my fellows be in aught inferior ? 
Even in most trivial matters, rank as an inferior?” 
-Quoth Sir Henry, “‘ Never more!” 


Leaving breakfast barely tasted, forth at 8 a.m. he hasted 

To the studio of the artist whom so oft he’d posed before ; 
Crying, “‘ Sir, whirl off your coat, O ! you must labour at my ‘ photo’ 
Long and hard, until in toto I can dissipate this sore 
; Stigma on my ‘sitting’ talent, which has made my heart so sore— 
| Quash it, once and evermore !”’ 


— ae wwe wee. 





Then the artist, all compliant with the wishes of his client, 
Of June’s winter-wind defiant, from his limbs his toga tore. 
‘* Till my object’s gained,” said Irving, ‘I, my brain and body nerving, 
From my high resolve unswerving, still will occupy your floor ; 
And (except when called by duty to my dear old stage’s door) 
Quit your studio nevermore !”’ 


Suavely using all his smartest becks and smiles and wiles, the artist 
Strove to make a model “ model” of the squatter him-before : 
And the great Lyceum hero, patient, sighed ‘‘ Dum spiro, spero!"’ 
But, alas! results were zero, when ten dreary days were o’er— 
Gentle Irving, as a ‘‘sitter,”” when the seventieth hour was o’er, 
Proved as hopeless as of yore ! 


And Sir Henry, calm, submitting, still is sitting, still is sitting, 
While the classic smile keeps flitting his clear-chiselled features 


o’er. 
But Sir Henry’s heart is bitter, for the tittering song-birds twitter 
That high honours as a “sitter” vainly he'll from Heaven implore! 
That the prestige of a ‘‘ sitter,” such as artists most adore, 


He will compass never more! 
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War News. 


Hewpeckt is out upon the spree, 
He never came home to sup, 
And yet he knows well what ‘twill be, 


For Mrs. H. is waiting up! 
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Novice.—‘ I say, how the dooce do you two chaps expect me to make the stroke if you keep on giggling and playing the fool?” 
Two Golfers.—‘' But we don’t!" “ Never expected anything of the kind!’’ ‘Surprised if you do!” Etc., etc. 















































ine , | om: : 
| _-No; William is a thing of earth, | The moral ?—’Tis not wise to play 
_—— Scylla and | A hero built of Poi | With edge-tools ere you're wise— 
arybdis. | _ Though richly gilt, of little worth | Nor is it wise to bear away 
Tur new Ulysses strives with Fate, And lasting but a day. | Ere you have won the prize. 
As erstwhile did the old— | Homeric rank he will not take, | To be a king is but a chance, 
But William, though he is the State, | A carpet-hero he, | An accidental thing— 
Is somewhat overbold ; Though p’rhaps the best that they can | But if a monarch’s to advance, 
To dare what once Ulysses dared make He has to play the king. 
Is risky as can be— In northern Germanee. | <== —=—_—_—_—_—= == 
So, though to sweep the seas prepared, , say. lo on bi | . 
He still is all at sea. Pees, fp Tye Apsi tmeP gln ea | Polite. 
He heard the Sirens’ singing fell, | They smile, but oh! their smile is grim "Bus Conductor (to Mr. Grump).— 
But did not stop his ears ; We're very much afraid. ** Will you ride outside to oblige a lady, 
And soon his head began to swell, ‘Tis said that whom they would destroy, | sir?’”’ 
Hence all these bitter tears. | Or so the poet teaches, | Mr. G.—‘ Hang it all—no! It’s my 
The Sirens praised him to the skies, They first make talk like Wordsworth’s | wife!” 
And to his faults were blind— Toy” 
This kind of song severely tries In all their little speeches. lela pai Me 
A mea prince’s mind. Poor William—be who means so well, Mr. Hooley. 
His Circe is a witch called Pride, And acts so very ill— ‘ 
She drags him to her feet— Some day may be, fee who can tell, este ey le sh reported Ae nee 
In fact, he harldy leaves her side A mere rejected bill. a oma ” str - 1. Oi sade Sabo. 
His love is so complete— The Socialists each year increase eee a > xe it y Pl a . x 
Her love for him, too, is profuse ; There’s not the slightest doubt— | pi eles fo 1 ineli od to 4 may, ss him 
Although ’tis plain to see Some day they'll, for the sake of peace, “Th s « Baly Hc 7 ” on 
wa ra cally plays the deuce Just throw the War Bill out. | ¥ c. Seay. 
th his nobilitee. He sees but rocks on either hand, Reoceg yng eee a 
Alas, though like the ancient Greek His way is far from clear— | No “ Catch.” 
In many minor ways, With mailéd fist—though doubtless | . 
For years you well might vainly seek grand— Mr. Promote.—‘‘ Will you marry me, 
For any point to praise. | Is not the way to steer. Miss Slangy? I’m a millionaire, you 
Unlike the Greek, he is not wise Though like Ulysses he may be, know.” 
In any single sense, ‘Tis not from dangers past; Miss Slangy.—‘ No, thanks! After 
Nor can we anyone advise But rather that he’s now at sea recent revelations, I’m ‘dead off’ 
T trv his el Aaneange ina ior} tin : nwre } fact millionaires | 3 
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BETWEEN SCYLLA AND CHARYBDIS. 


THE SOCIALISTIC INDICATION RESULTING FROM THE GENERAL ELECTIONS IN GERMANY IS CAUSING THE 
EMPEROR WILLIAM PROFOUND APPREHENSION AS TO THE FUTURE OF HIS SHODDY IMPERIALISM, 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 208.) 
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CHAPTER VIL—“THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE.” 


ALGEEsos Frrzwity 
bordering on frenzy. 


IAMS 


~ 
~ 








Curip's Mrsrxcrr. 


Twice in one short half-hour had 
cruelly interru pted, 
been ineffectual. 

Betsy and her party had gone during his search for the youthful 
yoice that nee a ise him so much annoyance, 80 
nothing else to do but follow them and devise new plans. 

“T will hie me to me lodging and concoct the letter, and it shall 
be delivered to her by trusty messenger,”’ he muttered. “and then 
no bounding cad of a Harry Smith, or youthful terror, shall 


. 
* 
‘ tog > + rr. Yr a “- lows “ 3 
tere Detween my Wh true iove and meé 


his declaration of love been 
and his effort to find the last delinquent had 


Lcemetiad 1 mend mt Laat. sini —_— 
He hurried bome, and, though the back bedroom of a cheap 
} ' ; ; : 
* 


¥ “ue 7 
7 . > > > e 
ioaging 184 mn AS% LArVAL iS Scarcely condu ive to the 
‘ ) P a ol » . 7 
concoction of such a document,an ardent love missive was duly 
ant }  ‘Beol ‘ - , . 
written, w h set forth the amorous feelings and desires of 
L] = . + . ave - 7 , 
A! ' sd I “4 ‘ he rwis Aiifre ] } igs 5 G & pe rs 
> "7 > 
> 
x ‘ L.« La e > ; 
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will find me some simple, blue boy, with curly yellow hair, who 
hall resemble in some way the infant god of Love. 


’ > _ ’ ‘2 + ¢ ©€ oF 7 ‘&<¢ A - ” - 
Algernon Fitzwilliams was fast reaching the poetic or dangerous 
. , = a ** 
f ptoms of the disease. He leant his arms gracefully on the 
railings of the Parade, and watched some urchins disporting their 


+ eet ; sor Oo) ‘sé swner 99 
fat, iittie box gies in tHe briny 


” he es iddenly, “ what a splendid idea 
be io rig one of those le chaps Up ' witha pair of wings 
him be my messenger to “Trinity Square, but, perhane, ny | Bets y 
wouldn't care for so realistic a postman. No! no! Alfred, my} r bo y, 
you must approach y your quarry & little more warily than that.” 

“Come hit ne r, b y! ’ he said in stage-struck tones to a boy 


7 
standing near id + vhe se OD 


it would 
and let 


it 
a | 





* * led > 
said A Algernon, handing over th 


“ Wiercenary little wretch!” e 2 
s he watched the bor 


required coin. “There goes,” he ad 
slowly r from view, “my first "bid for love and fortune. 
ws | that Algernon Fitzwilliams could not have foreseen the 
nt events that occurred to his fateful letter ere it reached 
ts destination. 

The boy reached Trinity 
his head filled with a hundred plans as to the many good things the 
coin clutched in his palm would bring him. On reaching the 
square he, for the first time, glanced at the envelope, and s 


speil-bound. 


Hit 


Seuare in double quick time, but with 
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observed the worthy gr ; 
nuttering meaningless words, d gesticulating with menacing 
actions towards a stout female form in the far distance. 
‘* What ho, boss!" he said, as he recognised the worthy Perkins. 
‘ ’s up? Been out in the 


ae uld sav—is SE 5 
friend, I should say—is a infamous scoundrel, sir—my | 
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y resem blan the naked god 
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the slipt , fA é king. ‘* Canst read? 
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implorin’ her to ran away with him. Mrs. Perkins, sir, who hasn’ 
ran for 30 years, and couldn't run even if she thought every momen 
would be her next. Now, what do you think of that?” ~ 

“Think! WhyI think he’s gone clean off his bally onion. Here's 
a nice little bit of talky-talk for Nimble Ninepence and Co.’ 

“ Who, my lord?” 

“ Er—er—Nimbie Ninepence—my solicitor, yer know. I'll 
Nimble on his track at once, and the damages will be ‘eavy, sir, 
‘eavy. In the meantime, get him to come round to your diggin 
and we'll see him together.” And he gave Mr. Perkins a hearty 
grip of the hand as he left him. 

“T shall just like to see Mr. Alf carpeted before old in 
eye! What a row there will be! ‘Heavy damages’ on fifteen 
bob a week. Ha! ha!” 


(To be continued.) 
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Ma. Hereerr Berrsoru Tree has turned from sumptuousness 
— 
‘ - Ce eS a —_ es ots a 
unto simplicity; from the satiety of riches and gorgeous environs untc 
) : g0rg 
the Ce furl of En olich i reste y Vite rh the ~~ Ie at... 7 3 2 > P i 
c 33 ee a a4 me 41 ee VV ees Se F | . = production ~s ae LQOoe 
—_ - 
Robi t Her Maiestv’s acai last Thursdav ae as, 
200t% Ab Fier Ji: jese¥ S imeacre iasi iB Urscavy evening i bé Dia 
) - r 
: — - - nolaaAwe a +> a se - - ~~ * T 
is somewhat melodramatic, and is an adaptation from Jean 
Ri y nin’ cy harm tnean by “Fy T ett. W Parkce Th. fect 
wCHEDIN § SoU asi lit as >. Shc 2XIUIS 2s £ GLACE. 4Ai30 iif SE 
: Le 
ae } — : ‘ emeeas a ——— i ry a, 
act opens at harvest time in Farmer Stokes’s corn fields in Dorset- 
a es . a ‘ — Tt a . - eT 
Ssnire The reapers aic Be Wors CULeINneG and SHbeayving the = Gen 
; . a + etarking +) } 
wheat, the women re Olnding anc stacaing ine caves 
nd th enrrannding nndniating cnitivated +}, +} 
an hoe surrounding waa tee ee Ss Cuser ' Secu sa.U Wile soe 
2 - »} ote a — ~+ > — “i. «a - _ = 
village and its church just peeping out from the coombe 
= 1 - i = = . 2 —— | 2 : i " 
in the hollow, forms a very beautiful rur view. Alison 


getting the mid-day meal, with th 
the reapers, who presently assemble. Jan 


is in love with Alison, but she tells him she has given her heart to 
Ragged Robin, the gipsy. Ian warns her to beware of Robin, 
whose wandering habits make him unfit for married life. It 
seems that Robin is thought a lot of by Farmer Stokes, who wants 
to keep him permanently on the farm, and tries to tempt 
him with a fivepound note. Robin, however, is too strongly 
wedded to nomadicism, and leaves Stokes and Alison, to the 
dismay of both, especially the latter, who is compromised, 
Almost a quarter of a century is sugpored to elapse prior to 
the opening of Act 2, the first scene of which is the interior 

. 


of Jan Perrott’s cottage. It appears that Jan married Alison afte 
her desertion by Robin, who has disappeared. Jan's : 

Jack loves Farmer Stokes’ only daughter Nanny, who ardentl; 
reciprocates, to the horrorand disgust of Stokes. He turns Jack off 
the farm, comes to Jan, who is utterly disabled with rheumatism, 
and upbraids him and his wife, denouncing Jack to be a bastard. 
Jan prays for strength, only to be stricken with catalepsy. 
Scene 2 is the village inn, to which Jack comes for temporary 
shelter. Ragged Robin simultameously arrives, and is recognised ; 
he is informed about Alison and _ event general. 


7 


Qo w 


ids Alison and Jack good cheer, and says he can put matters 
He bids : g ’ 7 
right with Stokes. Act 3 is a very pretty piece of staging. 
Stokes’ orchard is in the hey-day of spring blossom, and forms 
1d = 


very fitting embellishment to the meeting of Nann 
bids her hope. Stokes wishes he had Robin to hel 
the plague which is killing his cattle, and restore 

daughter. Robin suddenly bursts through the an 
fronts him. Hailing the latter as a saviour, Stokes, in 
desperation, bargains with Robin, who will only consent upon 
the terms of his Jack for Stokes’s daughter. Very reluctantly, 
and only by Robin’s hocus pocus mystification, intensified by 
a passing thunderstorm, which appears to conquer t ; 
farmer’s incredulity, does he assent. The concluding act takes 
place at Jan's cottage. Jack and Nanny are married. Robin has 
cured the cattle and brought Jan round a bitafterhis fit. It is 
Christmas time, and carols are prevalent. Everyone goes to the 
church except Robin and the invalid Jan. The old desire fo wander 
seizes Robin. Amidst a voluble peroration of love and regret he 
opetis the door and passes out into the falling snow, homeless. Mr. 
Tree plays Robin in true Bohemian spirit and verve. The part fits 
him like nature. Mrs. Tree is Alison, Charles Warner is Jan 
Perrott, Miss Evelyn Millard is Nanny, and Lewig Waller 
is Jack, Mr. Franklyn McLeay is Stokes, and Miss Rhoda 
Halkett and Messrs. F. P. Stevens and G. Du Maurier are 
Jenny, Tummas, and Zamm’l, respectively. What is there in 
this play, unadorned by any of the artificialities of life, that holds 
and enthrals, impresses and fascinates ? W hat can there be i 


ragged attire and predatory habits of a gipsy and his association 
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is the essence of the musical comedy 4 
t, described by the authors as merely an 
suppiy material for an evening's entertainment. 
Prohman, full of enterprise, presented the said enter- 
The Duke of York's Theatre on Tuesday evening last, 
ew, and probably unknown, to London andiences, who 
very soon become acquainted with the 
rts, Mr. Harry Conor. The plot of the 
description, it forms a convenient 
ich to erect as flimsy a structure as can well be 
: ight acting is required to perform much ado 
about nothing, amd that is dome consummately. The songs, 
choruses, and dances of Mr. Charles Dungan, Mr. John Dnudly. 
Mr. Charles Warren, Mr. Harry Gilfoil, Mr. John Hyams. and the 
other gentlemen amuse and please to supertiuity. The ladies are 
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Dons nodded, gaped, and longed for bed, 
le rude undergraduates said :-— 

! Oh, what a Knight!" 
istening to words of wisdom and looking 
forward to the tir one but educational dramas shall be 
played before British audiences, Oxford was otherwise, very much 
otherwise, engaged. Cambridge might have Hamlet, but Oxford 
had the Circus Giri, and made much of her. Young Oxford féted 
her, while old Oxford probably quoted the classics and wished itself 
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While Cambridge was 


While Cambridge talked of stage and State 
Of actors and the laity; 
All Oxford met to celebrate 
The gem of London's Gaiety. 
Wild words of wisdom you may hurl 
At actors and their station — 
But Oxford found the Circus Girl 
A Lib’ral education. 

The London , which was originally founded in May, 1870, 
by Mr. James Mortimer, and edited by him during the first 13 years 
of its existence, is now again under his editorial direction, after an 
absence of 15 years. 


Professional Cards, Etc. 

DISENGAGED, DisencacGep.—Mr. Tuomas Arxkrys, heavy lead 
and character. Both legs shot off in Soudan. Plays bagpipes. 
Grand success in the Sorrows of a V.C. Company. 

WansTED, short, aristocratic, broken-down colonel. Speciality, 
yellow fever. Must be a D.S.0.—Telephone, “‘ Dargai,” Glasgow. 

Lanxce-Corporat Ramrop at liberty. Indian frontier business. 
Intensely pathetic in dying parts. Led forlorn hope in South 
Africa. “‘ A very manly heroin The Cock o’ the North” (Skibbereen 
Eagle). Refs. to Lord W-ls-l-y. 

WantTepD, for Anything for Oof, robust, fit-up, invalid sergeant. 
Baritone. Must have been shot in Boer War, and have a limp. 
Musica! comedy and burlesque.—Address, The Gordon Highlanders’ 
Company, Glasgow. 

Hoopia-WxHoop-Su1 Buxxum Lot, 10th Ghoorka Horse Marines, 


disengaged till autumn. Juvenile lead, comedy, character. Back 
. . . ,.* . * . ‘ 

broken in Chitral; bath-chair. Taking the Heights; 150 nights in 

Death or Victory. Seaside tours; drawing-room entertainments. 
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“Fourteen Days; A Romance of Margate.” 
CHAPTER VII.—“THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE.” 


ALGERNON FirzwitiiaAms strode from the “grotto” in a state 
bordering on frenzy. 








Curip'’s MESSENGER, 


Twice in one short half-hour had his declaration of love been 
cruelly interrupted, and his effort to find the last delinquent had 
been ineffectual. 

Betsy and her party had gone during his search for the youthful 
voice that had caused him so much annoyance, so there was 
nothing else to do but follow them and devise new plans. 

‘‘T will hie me to me lodging and concoct the letter, and it shall 
be delivered to her by trusty messenger,”’ he muttered, ‘‘and then 
no bounding cad of a Harry Smith, or youthful terror, shall 
interfere between my own true love and me.” 

He hurried home, and, though the back bedroom of a cheap 
lodging house in Kast Margate is scarcely conducive to the 
concoction of such a document, an ardent love missive was duly 
written, which set forth the amorous feelings and desires of 
Algernon [Fitzwilliams, otherwise Alfred Figgins, draper’s 
assistant. 

‘‘ Now!”’ he said to himself, as he walked towards the pier, ‘1 
will find me some simple, blue boy, with curly yellow hair, who 
shall resemble in some way the infant god of Love.” 

Algernon F'itzwilliams was fast reaching the poetic or dangerous 
symptoms of the disease. He leant his arms gracefully on the 
railings of the Parade, and watched some urchins disporting their 
fat, little bodies in the * briny.” 

“ By Jove! "’ he uttered suddenly, “ what a splendid idea it would 
be to rig one of those little chaps up with a pair of wings and let 
him be my messenger to Trinity Square, but, perhaps, my Betsy 
wouldn't care for so realistic a postman. No! no! Alfred, my boy, 
you must approach your quarry a little more warily than that.” 

**Come hither, boy!’ he said in stage-struck tones to a boy 
standing near by, and whose only resemblance to the naked god was 
the slipping of a garterless stocking. ‘' Canst read?” 

“You bet I can,” replied the youth, mistrustfully eyeing Algernon. 
“It’s no good, Mr. Inspector, I’ve had some. I'm passed the age 
now.” 

*“* No, no, good youth, I belong not to the School Board ! 
you t bear this letter for me to Miss 

and thy ¢ erdo) } 1} } SIYy ha? 


Pik LA . 


I want 
Trinity 


Betsy Perkins in 








———»——-—_ 





“ Mercenary little wretch!” said Algernon, handing over the 
required coin. “There goes,” he added, as he watched the boy 
slowly disappear from view, “ my first bid for love and fortune.” 

Alas! that Algernon Fitzwilliams could not have foreseen the 
subsequent events that occurred to his fateful letter ere it reached 
its destination. 

The boy reached Trinity Square in double quick time, but with 
his head filled with a hundred plans as to the many good things the 
coin clutched in his palm would bring him. On reaching the 
square he, for the first time, glanced at the envelope, and stood 
spell-bound. 

“Why, blow me tight, if the bloke ‘aint forgot to address it! 
He said Perkins, I know, ’cosit’s the same name as my aunt’s, so I’ll 
just ask all the way round the square. He’s’ad a row with the 
missus, I suppose, and can’t go ’ome till he’s made it up.” 

Following out his plan, he soon found the house temporarily 
adorned by the fair Miss Perkins. Mr. Perkins was at the door 
slowly buttoning his gloves, preparatory to following his wife and 
daughters to the sands. He caught the name Perkins, and stopped. 

‘* Letter for me, lad ?’’ he said. 

“No, sir; the gent said Mrs. Perkins, I think.” 

‘Oh, all right, my name’s Mr. Perkins. I'll take it to her.” 

The boy trotted off to spend his sixpence, while “‘ Pa’’ Perkins 
went slowly down the street, holding the letter in his hand. 

‘“‘ Letter for Mrs. Perkins!” he muttered. ‘‘She don’t have many 
letters. Tradesman’s bill, I suppose. I should just like to check 
that. If there’s anyone who ought to be able to check a trades- 
man’s bill it ought to be Nathaniel Perkins. Phew! It 
smells like a ‘’aporth of ’airoil to start with. That’s the 
scent we gets off the musty old stock with, and call it ‘ New Season’s 
Pekoe, highly scented.’ I’ll just see how they do it at Margit, I 
might get a ’int.”’ 

Mr. Perkins, after a hasty glance at his wife, who was some 
distance ahead, drew back under the shelter of a cliff and opened 
Algernon Fitzwilliams’ love-letter to little Betsy Perkins. 

Harry Smith, passing along the sands some minutes afterwards, 
observed the worthy grocer of Peckham in a state of violent frenzy, 
muttering meaningless words, and gesticulating with menacing 
actions towards a stout female form in the far distance. 

‘‘ What ho, boss!’’ he said, as he recognised the worthy Perkins. 
“You are enjoyin’ your little self. What’s up? Been out in the 
sun or into the Ship?” 

‘‘ Neither!’ replied ‘‘Pa’’ Perkins, slightly recovering himself. 
“ Lord Faversham,” he continued, “I ’ave to tell you your pal— 
friend, I should say—is a infamous scoundrel, sir—my lord, I mean.”’ 
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‘ Pa” PERKINS OPENS THE LOVE-LETTER. 
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“What! ‘av you found ’im out, then?’ chuckled Mr. Smit 
‘Yes, my lord, I ‘ave. He's ’ad th lacity to send a 
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implorin’ her to run away with him. Mrs. Perkins, sir, who hasn’t 
run for 30 years, and couldn’t run even if she thought every moment 
would be her next. Now, what do you think of that? ” 

“Think! WhyI think he’s gone clean off his bally onion. Here’s 
a nice little bit of talky-talk for Nimble Ninepence and Co.” 

‘‘ Who, my lord?” 

« Er—er—Nimble Ninepence—my solicitor, yer know. I’ll put 
Nimble on his track at once, and the damages will be ’eavy, sir, 
‘eavy. In the meantime, get him to come round to your diggings 
and we’ll see him together.” And he gave Mr, Perkins a hearty 
grip of the hand as he left him. 

“‘T shall just like to see Mr. Alf carpeted before old Perkins. My 
eye! What a row there will be! ‘Heavy damages’ on fifteen 
bob a week. Ha! ha!” 


(To be continued.) 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. HERBERT BEERBOHM TREE has turned from sumptuousness 
unto simplicity; from the satiety of riches and gorgeous environs unto 
the savour of English country life, in the production of Ragged 
Robin at Her Majesty’s Theatre last Thursday evening. The play 
is somewhat melodramatic, and is an adaptation from Jean 
Richepin’s ‘* Le Chemineau’”’ by Mr. Louis N. Parker. The first 
act opens at harvest time in Farmer Stokes’s corn fields in Dorset- 
shire. The reapers are at work cutting and sheaving the golden 
wheat, the women are binding and stacking the sheaves, 
and the surrounding undulating cultivated land, with the 
village and its church just peeping out from the coombe 
in the hollow, forms a very beautiful rural view. Alison is 
getting the mid-day meal, with the help of a gipsy kettle, ready for 
the reapers, who presently assemble. Jan Perrott, a sturdy yeoman, 
is in love with Alison, but she tells him she has given her heart to 
Ragged Robin, the gipsy. Ian warns her to beware of Robin, 
whose wandering habits make him unfit for married life. It 
seems that Robin is thought a lot of by Farmer Stokes, who wants 
to keep him permanently on the farm, and tries to tempt 
him with a fivepound note. Robin, however, is too strongly 
wedded to nomadicism, and leaves Stokes and Alison, to the 
dismay of both, especially the latter, who is compromised, 
Almost a quarter of a century is suypored to elapse prior to 
the opening of Act 2, the first scene of which is the interior 
of Jan Perrott’s cottage. It appears that Jan married Alison after 
her desertion by Robin, who has disappeared. Jan’s supposed son 
Jack loves Farmer Stokes’ only daughter Nanny, who ardently 
reciprocates, to the horror and disgust of Stokes. He turns Jack off 
the farm, comes to Jan, who is utterly disabled with rheumatism, 
and upbraids him and his wife, denouncing Jack to be a bastard. 
Jan prays for strength, only to be stricken with catalepsy. 
Scene 2 is the village inn, to which Jack comes for temporary 
shelter. Ragged Robin simultaneously arrives, and is recognised ; 
he is informed about Alison and events in_ general. 
He bids Alison and Jack good cheer, and says he can put matters 
right with Stokes. Act 3 is a very pretty piece of staging. 
Stokes’ orchard is in the hey-day of spring blossom, and forms a 
very fitting embellishment to the meeting of Nanny and Jack, who 
bids her hope. Stokes wishes he had Robin to help him get rid of 
the plague which is killing his cattle, and restore the health of his 
daughter. Robin suddenly bursts through the hedge and con- 
fronts him. Hailing the latter as a saviour, Stokes, in 
desperation, bargains with Robin, who will only consent upon 
the terms of his Jack for Stokes’s daughter. Very reluctantly, 
and only by Robin’s hocus pocus mystification, intensified by 
a passing thunderstorm, which appears to conquer the crafty 
farmer’s incredulity, does he assent, The concluding act takes 
place at Jan’s cottage. Jack and Nanny are married. Robin has 
cured the cattle and brought Jan round a bit after his fit. It is 
Christmas time, and carols are prevalent. Everyone goes to the 
church except Robin and the invalid Jan. The old desire to wander 
seizes Robin. Amidst a voluble peroration of love and regret he 
opetis the door and passes out into the falling snow, homeless. Mr. 
Tree plays Robin in true Bohemian spirit and verve. The part fits 
him like nature. Mrs. Tree is Alison, Charles Warner is Jan 
Perrott, Miss Evelyn Millard is Nanny, and Lewig Waller 
is Jack, Mr. Franklyn McLeay is Stokes, and Miss Rhoda 
Halkett and Messrs. F. P. Stevens and G. Du Maurier are 
Jenny, Tummas, and Zamm’l, respectively. W hat is there in 
this play, unadorned by any of the artificialities of life, that holds 
and eathrals, impresses and fascinates? What can there be in the 
ragged attire and predatory habits of a gipsy and his association 
with a simple village maid? Only human nature, which ever 
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attracts. and will attract and interest unti the crac k of doom ! 





Unflagging vivacity is the essence of the musical comedy A 


Stranger in New York, described by the authors as merely an 
attempt to supply material for an evening's entertainment. 
Mr. Charles Frohman, full of enterprise, presented the said enter- 
tainment at The Duke of York’s Theatre on Tuesday evening last, 
with a caste new, and probably unknown, to London audiences, who 
will, we mistake not, very soon become acquainted with the 
American Arthur Roberts, Mr. Harry Conor. The plot of the 
comedy is too diaphanous for description, it forms a convenient 
basis upon which to erect as flimsy a structure as can well be 
imagined. Very bright acting is required to perform much ado 
about nothing, and that is done consummately. The songs, 
choruses, and dances of Mr. Charles Dungan, Mr. John Dudly, 
Mr. Charles Warren, Mr, Harry Gilfoil, Mr. John Hyams, and the 
other gentlemen amuse and please to superfluity. The ladies are 
as lively and as bewitching as anyone can desire. They act, sing, 
and dance to perfection, and very conspicuously excellent is the 
singing of Miss Louise Gunning, Miss Etta Gilroy, Miss Nellie 
O’Neil, and Miss Amelia Stone, who is the life and soul of the 
comedy. Mention must not be omitted of the subsidiary per- 
formance respectively of Miss Margaret Fitzpatrick, Miss Nellie 
Butler, Miss Florence Lillian Wickes, and Miss Louise de Wolfe. 
The dresses are deliciously tasteful, and the scenery is refinedly 
chaste. Encores were prolific, and the welcome extended to this 
new histrionic import from Uncle Sam would satisfy the most 
exacting. Success is the result. 


Sir Henry Irving’s great speech at Cambridge clearly proves that 
the idea that the stage exists for purposes of amusement is entirely 
erroneous. As a moral and intellectual elevator it is second only to 
the University of London and Sir John Gorst. No wonder the 
Cambridge undergraduates murmured as they left the presence of 
our “only” actor, ‘Oh, what a Knight!” 


When Irving spake, his words of wit 
Were academically fit ; 
And, when you come to think of it, 
A treat and a delight. 
For hoary wisdom bowed its head, 
Dons nodded, gaped, and longed for bed, 
The while rude undergraduates said :— 
* Great Scott! Oh, what a Knight!" 


While Cambridge was listening to words of wisdom and looking 
forward to the time when none but educational dramas shall be 
played before British audiences, Oxford was otherwise, very much 
otherwise, engaged. Cambridge might have Hamlet, but Oxford 
had the Circus Girl, and made much of her. Young Oxford féted 
her, while old Oxford probably quoted the classics and wished itself 
younger. 
While Cambridge talked of stage and State 
Of actors and the laity; 
All Oxford met to celebrate 
The gem of London’s Gaiety. 
Wild words of wisdom you may hurl 
At actors and their station — 
But Oxford found the Circus Girl 
A Lib’ral education. 


The London Figaro, which was originally founded in May, 1870, 
by Mr. James Mortimer, and edited by him during the first 13 years 
of its existence, is now again under his editorial direction, after an 
absence of 15 years. 


Professional Cards, Etc. 


DISENGAGED, DiseNGAGED.—Mr. Tuomas Arkrns, heavy lead 
and character. Both legs shot off in Soudan. Plays bagpipes. 
Grand success in the Sorrows of a V.C. Company. 


WANTED, short, aristocratic, broken-down colonel. Speciality, 
yellow fever. Must be a D.S.0.—Telephone, “‘ Dargai,’ Glasgow. 


Lance-Corporat Ramrop at liberty. Indian frontier business. 
Intensely pathetic in dying parts. Led forlorn hope in South 
Africa. ‘A very manly hero in T'he Cock o’ the North” (Skibbereen 
Eagle). Refs. to Lord W-ls-l-y. | 

WanteD, for Anything for Oof, robust, fit-up, invalid sergeant, 
3aritone. Must have been shot in Boer War, and have a limp. 
Musical comedy and burlesque.—Address, The Gordon Highlanders’ 
Company, Glasgow. 

Hoopia-WuHoor-Su1 Bunxum Lor, 10th Ghoorka Horse Marines, 
disengaged till autumn. Juvenile lead, comedy, character, Back 
broken in Chitral; bath-chair. Taking the Heights; 150 nights in 
Death or Victory. Seaside tours; drawing-room entertainments, 


’ 
Gentlemanly. Photo. 
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“On Things in General.” 
By MR. “Fun’s WASHERWOMAN. 





No naval manoovers this year! An’ 


| 
| 
| 
| 
we he of course, we all ’ave our opinyuns. | 
| 





pe a — | we're “all at sea” as to why not, though, 
ae vi Personally, I think it’s so as we shall 

er ee | ave heverythink “ship-shape’”’ shoud | 

eee, it be nesussury for our Navy to | 


‘‘ show its teeth,” an’, by gum! it coud | 
do so without any preliminery jawin’. | 
I may be rong, only bein’ a washer- 
woman, an’ not knowin’ much about the 
matter, but it don’t seem jist the thing 
that we shoud build warships for other 
nations. If I thort a man might try to 
murder me some day, I don’t think I'd 
put a knife into ’is ’ands, an’ sharpen it 
into the bargain. 

Mr. Leiter was “ hoist with his own 
petard,’”’ an’ serve ’imright, ses I. [ 
don’t ’old with no ‘‘corners’”’ in sich a 
Y) nessussity as wheat; the man who does 

4 Uy anythink to make the loaf dearer ort to 
Mp ‘ave to go to bed ’ungry, an’ breakfust c ff 
iff Y 





+e 


Yn -_ the skeleton of a red erring. 
/ Glad Iam to ’ear that in future the 
Victoria Cross will carry with it a 
penshun of £50 a year, wen the wearer | 
ain’t up to fightin’ ‘the battle of life.” | 
’Onour an’ glory is all very well, but it | 
don’t fill the stummicx, but you can bust 
it by means of muney if so inkclined. 
‘War flashes” sesone paper; but I’m | 
,; | | blest if the flashes throw much light on 
wa - S | | affairs ! | 
Richmond Hill ’as, so to say, proved | 
to great a obstacle for the electric tram- 


/ | | way, for the promoters ’ave given hup 
) i i} | the idear, for the present, at any rate; 
- =. ~ 
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: Shia N77 hd 
SAY 





| so the *‘ Lass of Richmond Hill” can 
| carol an’ rejoice. 
I’m glad I ain’t secretary to the Ger- 














— —— man Embassy, or any other Embassy ; 
— i en oe to be “ potted” at as if you was agrouse 
=~ or a partridge ain’t the sort of game wot 







woud suit me. My congratulashuns to 
Count Arco-Valley—who, strange to say, 
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ain’t on my visitin’ list—at ‘is narrer 
\, escape, an’ P’leeceman Whitfield ort to 
a feel thankful. Morrel: Allus carry a 
note-book in your left breast pocket. 
A GOOD YARMOUTH BLOATER. ‘¢ Wen found, make a note of.” 


| Mr. Curzon ses it ain’t true that the 
Russian Government ‘as obtained con- 


Lady.—‘‘Oh! Mr. Boatman, can you tell me where I can put my machine ?”’ | 
trol of the sole railway from the North | 





Boatman,—‘ Yes, miss ; you can bring it alongside ours, if you like,” of China to Pekin. I’m glad to ’ear | 

Lady.—" But surely you don’t bicycle? ' sich (s)Pekin. ‘ China, like the poor, is 
Tp hag? - ; allus with us,” as the tired boardin’- 

Boatman.— Bicycle! What's a bicycle to do with a bathing machine ? ” house slavey remarked wen she was 


a-washin’ up the breakfust things. 















For Breakfast. 


Chocolat Menier 


Sold Retail Everywhere. Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 
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